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ANDS behind his back, head Jean Roux 
sunk deep in the collar of his mainly in his tt 
coat, his harsh countenance attention to di 
contracted in deep thought, to know a bital 
Jean Rouxval neryot paced up and it concerned his 
down the length of his vast study. At 
the threshold the chief page, detailed to 
the service of cabinet officers, awaited 
orders. The minister betrayed by his 
short, quick steps, his drawn brow, his 
agitation, that he was shaken by emo- 
tions which assail a strong man. sel- 
dom, and only at crucial moments of 
his life, 
Stopping suddenly, he said to the 
in a determined y 


lady and a gentleman, no longer — 


Pp 


very young, will arrive presently. You 
will ask them to wait in the red draw- 
ing-room. 


Shortly after J expect -; 


sentleman, younger and alone, 
will conduct him. to the yellow 
y are neither. to speale to 
cach other. You understand? [, 
be notified at once of their arrival, 


Very well, sir,” sai 
withdrew, 7 


i the receiver; the president of the 
il wished to speak to him. 7 
waited what seemed an endless 
Finally the president himself ci 
‘Answering, he said: 
es, Ronxval speaking, 
He listened, seeme: 
replied in a bitter voice: 
tainly, Mr. President, T shall re- 
the detective you are sending. 
don't you think I could have ob- 
the necessary information? ~~ 
, of course, if you insist, my dear 
ident, and if this Hercules Petitgris 
ecording to you, a specialist in 
inyestigation, he can attend the 
I have arranged. 
Hello! 


+ . . This Petitgris may 
_. Really! Is it possible? Ah! 
merely a_ supposition. 
is—  Petitgris has all the” 
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ing Sure, they say T 
% f a beggar asking Sane oy 1am 
Ins doing here? How bie When ong 
airwvnat are JN foot in it and 
did you get Min os, chief page 


The 
dipy the door SH 1 sight and left, 
‘By people right an’ buat! 


I beat it ie down money 
*cput who are yore respectfully and be able’ to Sina 
tranger DO Are they funny! y 


The stranger vr ; 
cee Hi etitgris—the specialist faces on 

(era esiden of the council just them,’ 
x i ” 


i yoo gia ee 
Te were listening?” 


you Ww 
broke in peevishly. ; 
TES Fock you have done in my 


HE was a sickly looking, pitiful object, 
‘sad-faced—his hair, mustache, his 
pinched nose, his thin cheeks, the 
corners of his mouth, all drooped pa- 
thetically. To 
His arms hung wearily in a*>worn, 
greenish overcoat which seemed about 
to slip from his. shoulders. He spoke 
in a disconsolate voice, not without 
care, but accenting certain words in a 
manner peculiar to the common people. 
“T even heard you speak of me as a 
detective, Mr. Minister,” he continued. 
“Wrong, all wrong! I am‘not even on 
the police force. I was dismissed from 
headquarters for ‘weak character, 
drunkenness and laziness.’ Those were 
the terms of my discharge.” 
Rouxval was unable to conceal his 
amazement. 
; eon understand. The president 
Z je a recommended you as 
Y with a disconcerting ability to 
eke ace and correctly.” Bs 
c concerting, Mr. Minis! i 
right word. ‘There are bess is the 
believe I am Arséne Tupi ay. 
President was telling you. = Th Ee a 
som % 
in es consent to my services, 
re . 
could succeed pear has succeeded or 
closely at my reco} d er ookine ae 
Y fecord or my character, 
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beautiful, with 


—s 


13 
& hard-work- 


Loire. You 
ig ean Aa 


F YOu a suitable educret hi ne Ne! 
zation of 1914 found poy 28 mobi 

fae ese, Lobe Me Werataae Jeaca Beate in 
Bayt oe Bois-Vernay, 7 =e 


My wife and I received 

which, I confess, star+ 
"put may We hope it has 
? My wife is not 


ward her with affection- 
tomouxval asked them to 
answered: é 
an everything will be suite 
4 and that Madame de 
ange" excuse the slight in 
Bay have caused her.” 


Moor opencd. A man between 
nie and thirty entered, 
of more modest mien, not very 
dressed; his countenance, 
ak and kindly, gave evidences 
sation and weariness, confus- 
vestimate of this fair, broad- 
d person. 
i aes Leriot?” 


ia, Tam.” 
do net know this lady and gen- 


sir,” answered the neweomer, 
straight at the count and 


we do not know this gentleman, 
said the count in answer to a 

of Rowxval’s. 
ister smiled. “I regret that 
lerview should begin with a state- 
‘h I am forced to disbelieve. 
little error will right itself at 
time. Without haste and 
undue delay over nonessentials, 
spin at the beginning.” 
p, Pened the records on the table, 
to Maxime Leriot and in a 
stile tone said: 
stall begin with you, sir. You - 
in Dolincourt, Maine-et- 


sa ed 

eguarl sacr 

oe 0 sons. It was 1 who 

overheard the r Roath 
‘own enlightenment, ¥ 

i sa! any of the facts which I 

have just related to you, 

took to discover who the man was, an 

the identity of his victim, in this too- 

apparent blackmailing scheme. 


TE count said nothing. His wife did 
not stir. In his corner Hercules 
Petitgris nodded his head and seemed 


to approve the conduct of the investi- — 


gation, Jean Rouxval, who had been 
watching him out of the corner of his 
eye, felt reassured, The tooth was not 
to be seen; therefore ‘all was well. 
Rouxval continued, forging additional 
links in his chain of evidence, 

“From the moment when circum- 
stances placed the direction of this af- 
fair in my hands, it took quite a dif- 
ferent turn, perhaps because I saw it 


in one light rather tha 
Seta} Mesme dea: he ies 


sriot was in Verdun, 
ieee ae in the month of No- 
, that is, at the time when 
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the anniversary of the arm 
be celebrated and when the 


emn of ceremonies was 


place. 

“7 went there and 
quiry on the spot, which 
yery long nor difficult, ‘ 
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125 ~ 
punt listened and documents 
as 
SU es ba rape. fast as he tumed the 
pron rsined in a low, tense “Here is th 
ce ccion _Jitlat de BoisVerat, Stticate of 
, point in my MV tigation, at Verdun, hay; died in 1916 


Here is 


rebodings, no defi- burial “ 
eto ead iaies Ties Doeiianreties 
It was in this 
‘ed, aghast, that 1 sought 

J} feared to know. 
efutable, To be- 


rovernbels ne ‘ 
Leriot, whose daily life “Finally, here is'a relief. 
mstructing exactly, whole scene of action, T} 


me he met a lady and gentle- 
Thom he remained in con- 
Hatt dinner time. ‘This. lady 
nfleman came to the inn in an_ 
from a near-by city where 
syed at a certain hotel, the name 
hI secured. I then went to this 
d asked to see the register. 
the first to the cleventh of No= 
1920, two guests had been there 
Fount and Countess de Bois- 


ce; the pallor of the countess 
‘ouxval drew from the rec~ 
o sheets of paper which he un- 


are two birth certificates. 
of ime Leriot, born in 
Maine-et-Loire, in 1895. 
is yours, Maxime Leriot. The 
julian de Bois-Vernay, born in 


your son’s, Monsieur de Bois- 
iy. Therefore, we may say, the 
Tirthplace, the same age—two ~ 
ated. Here is a letter from 
hayor of Dolincourt. The two 
men had had the same nurse. 
lith they continued the friendship 
Kir childhood. They enlisted at 
me time. Again ‘uncontestable 


val went on reading from the 
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sweat from his aes 
in his composure. 1 

wale eae to continue 

5 muffled and anguished 


et int that scene. The 
Mie rty Treating direction is 


“Maxime 


A position will bet eae 


fi 
slightest son Sy is this not’rather southern Alger; Pe 
Ceanie than a cules agence? ‘und 
4 it ture! iow “ 
Cheers your infamous plan? ve also will 
‘nswer—answer me!” madame. Par f 


Jean Rouxval gnestionghy veh ne be safe fi 

seermed as ibcbe- were at raid fo SeAta 
answer. His voice did not carry i 
authority which brings confession. 
Jong silence ensued, fraught with un- 
easiness and anxiety. Madame de Bois- 
Vernay breathed the salts her husband 
gave her. She seemed very weak and 
on the verge of fainting. Maxime 
Leriot turned to the count, mutely ask- 
ing his help. The count looked toward 
his wife, afraid to begin a dangerous 
struggle, asking himself upon what 
ground he would stand. 

Then the count arose and said: 

“Mr. Rouxval, because you have so 
shaped this interview, we three sit here 
facing you as if, we were guilty. Be- 
fore defending ourselves against an ac- 
cusation, the meaning of which we do 
not yet clearly understand, we should 
like to know by what right you ques- 
tion us and by what right you demand 
our answers.” 

“By the right, sir”” answered Roux- 
val, “of my great desire to suppress 
infamy, which, if it became public: 
Property, would injure my country in- 
estimably.”” 

“If the affair is such as you have 
outlined ae Minister, there is no 
Teason to believe it will 
to the Public,” become aa 
ee a Mrong, sir. Under the ine 
fee Sea Maxime Leriot has 
stood, but ae Pe Mintanno 

> 'S_interpretatio1 j 
Tumors have been cireulntegoa andy 


and Rouxval, 
She pushed 
the struggle, de- 


Res now faced each 
with the 


eme nervous ten- 
ily be of short dura- 
‘the first each one 
ce of power into the 
What further en- 
ly of this duel was the 
¢ quiet with which it 
Dt a loud tone, no ap- 
ple words, radiating 
sentences, no oratory, 
depth of Rouxyal’s 
horror. 
How do you con- 
owing what you do? 
have borne any agony 
mit such a deed for one 
Tt would seem to me I 
ill luck in his last 
kim a tomb which was 
his! Diverted to him 
the tears, all the holy 
h flow over a loved one, 
an abomination! Can't 


pat her, opposite him, tense 
nd continued more aggres- 


hundreds—no, thousands! 
and wives who may be- 
their son, their husband lies 
bereaved women, as 
as you, with the same 


ietk consolation there—these 
© be 


She had surely 
“aos moment to consider her 


almost in a dream, she 
“He did not rob an 


Unknown Soldier. He i 
Place of the others; he ryt 


aa ts them (- 
Rouxval seized her at words 
exasperated him, Helton his 
own lost ones, wi Temains he had 
almost found again solemn. 
burial and consecrati 
vanished once omles 
abyss. Where now could one p 
Where find the dear ones, gone | 
ever? 


But the countess smi rf; 
transformed by the ee ri 
fairly irradiated her whole b 

“Tt was circumstance 
not have sufficed, if there 
a will greater than mine in | 
Chance might have assigned tl 
to some soldier who did | 
either in his life or in 
son was worthy of the 

“All were worthy’ 
val vehemently, 
life he had been the most ¢ 
most odious of men, the 
by destiny became, a 
equal of the greatest!” 
gleamed with a conte 
Before her rose the ghost 
dred proud ancestors @ 


fAGAZINE 


A 
oLAR r—I i 
et ge cal Twit ae 
1, “and 7° Vi) denounce you! ttimmash 
8 ja Roe pat? FM the whole world rather 
si sot h a) 
1 pat Se aut! A permit this ghastly imposture to hen 
cp 08 Ok ge wat ‘ld 4 tinue— Jeingt 
thes Ko iain’ ype Wilde world Che laughed mockimgly. 
Cat the forth crime 0 Cant 1 ener vie eee it possible? 
Om aed £002 | gignation one oe ad ede 
weak rouse ersta ia Spat this imposture which cq 
male oe 3 sing CR" vow to tremble 2” = 
TTL by litle Mr. despised is *enothing, noth 
ITT pimnsell- sore a ied. “I shall d 
Libel of mis Py jd cried. 
fan. Her xe which coe kills me. Your: 
woo ty solati sine ils me Te 
ynore the OF and at the intolerable. é 
avert a ol in. er, he he shall go—the: 
a Oy attempt t9 spare er veal 
F S She q! ed 
id roughly: Your pres 
ma go mata. YOU" words. The 
ve is an out as oor body, t 
at that gra’ now! Pp 
oft Govan ee 4 handled and cast 


y other worman. 
(No, I will not Crea you out 
“You will; you must! itl be 
their wrongs will > 
of the era the soldier there will 
Slane Ue So 
ke no, no! What you ask is im- 
possible, I could not live away from 
him. If I had continued to live, it is 
only because he is there, because I ce 
see him cach day, speale to him, an 
hear him speak to me._ Oh, you cannot 
understand how I feel when I stand 
there in the crowd! They come from 
every corner of France, bringing their 
offerings of flowers, of tears, of pray- 
ers. There are moments when I am so 
overwhelmed by a wave of happiness 
and pride. that I almost forget he is 
T see my son alive—alive and 
standing beneath that arch, smiling at 
the #8 I kneel before him. + And you 
ees to sive up all of that!” Tt 
S. It would be tike kill; 
my beloved child a eae on ae 


was more 


phant, she fel 
her struggle, 
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pecame a necessity, 
acti president of the 
ol ejephone! He seized 
f 4, a8 soon as the presi- 
pivet 8" sped out breathlessly ; 
Be eal Mr. President, 
R to you immedi- 


4 must , . You're not 
jo Py half an hour? . . 
f Beja; falt a nowt Tisha be 
4 __ Situation serious, 
Yes, 


UPLy 


Be 4 
fk off hi 


suffocated him, speaking 
ly, as if she could hear 


it heart, darling, isn’t it? 
eet But you are better, 
mi your You are better—your 
wis have a little color—I know you 
eter, Are you, dearest?” 
\fdame de Bois-Vernay remained in 


,syoon several minutes, but at last 
-gjelids fluttered and she slowly re- | 


a cry of distress. 
"Take me away! Let us go. 


Count begged Leriot's aid, so it 
‘he who carried the countess ft 


Aas 


130 


him, Why—what did it mean at this 
time? To reass 


ure himself, he blamed | 
the detective, 


“If one of us has put his foot in it, 
it is that scamp. This whole thing is 
3 any college boy could 


see that,” argued the minister to 


himself. 
As clear as it was, 


however, he an- 
Swered Petitgris by aski 


“What do y 
I don't sup 


POSE You expect to sleep 
here?” 


“Oh, no, Mr, Minister.” 
“Well then?” 

“Well, I'm just waiting.” z 
“Waiting for what ?” 

“For something which is sure to 


“What ‘something? ” 
“Patience, a little pat 
ister! Yo 


»” cried Rouxval. 

‘The confessions these People have 
made are Perfectly explicit.” 

confessions, Mr, Minister?” 


Why, Leriot’s, 
the count’s and his wife's!” 


i; neither did 
Leriot,” said the detective, 


Sat are you trying to put over 
now? 


“T’'m not trying to put anything over, 
Mr. Minister; it's a fact. You 
Say, with truth, 
Open their Mouths. “Only one 
talked, 


» and that w; 
ister,” 


Without Paying any attention 
Rouxval’s threatening attitude, he 
tinued: 


‘as you, Mr, Min- 


to. 
con- 
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jumped up and 


ah whole case was 

+ blockhead Petitgris: and 
had unnerved him, 

ister,” mumbled the 

up his hand, 


what?” 
a Listen, Some one is 


Fine was knocking. Rouxval 

4 the discreet tap of the page, 

not alone,” asserted Petitgris, 
t do you know about it?” 

an't be alone, because what I 

d happen is going to hap- 

it can’t happen unless some 


‘comes in. : 3 
‘confound it, what is it that is 
* 


‘truth, Mr. Minister. There 
gs, when the hour has’ struck, 
thing can prevent the truth from 
own. It comes in at the win- 
the door is closed. “But the 
o near, Mr. Minister, you won't 
} stop me from opening it, will 

) Minister ? 
beside himself with rage, 

he door. 

ge looked in. “Mr. Minister, 
who left here a little 
9 with the lady is asking for 


Overcoat?” 

‘sir; the gentleman forgot it, 
er he got the wrong one.” 

es Petitgris explained: 

S right, Mr. Minister. I see a 
has been made. ‘The gentle- 
»* My overcoat and left me his. 
We gentleman can come in 


acquiesced. ‘The 

u nimediately. 
Vernay entered. 
the overcoats 


132 


religious sentiment—she tri > 

mit suicide. Tt became pe pecs 
In spite of my watchfuln 
care, she would hav 
tentions, But at a 
Maxime Leriot 
talking to him 
—the idea came to me—to combine— 
the Unknown—” 

He shrank 
Rouxyal, 
broke in: . 

“We are losing time, sir, since I 
know the result o 


f your machinations, 
And that is all that matters,” 
“Tt is 


Precisely because the result 
alone matters that I am here, Because 
you discovered certain 
you conchided too hastily, 
cause of your apprehension, that a sac- 
rilege had been committed. ‘That is 
not so.” 

Rouxval did not understand, 

“It is not so?) Then why didn’t you 
protest?” 

“T could not.” 

“Why?” 

“My wife’ would have had to 
hear “me.” 

“But Madame de Bois-Vernay her- 
self confessed.” 

“Yes, but I did not. It would have 
been a lie.” . 

“A lie! But the facts are there, sir! 
Do you want me to reread the records, 
the inquiries, the proofs that the body a 
was removed, your meeting with 
Leriot?” J 

“Again, sir, may I say that these 
facts show definite preparations, but 
not the execution: of a deed?” x 

“That is to say?” ») 

“That is to say that there were meet- 
ings between Maxime and ourselves, 
and the body was removed, But T 
never, never had an idea of commit- 
ting an act which I, too, should con- 
sider an unforgivable sactilege. For 
that matter, Maxime Leriot would 
never have consented.” ‘ 


ess, my every 
¢ carried out her in- 


before the decisive words, 
more and more irritated, 
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aded him. It is “Quite ae, tae 


d, nore T gave nor curtail,” | a 
regrets ae that is why same thing if That Hse ae 
i ake all to my sts sl re a nie 

to Mr. Minister, Twi ihe ae 
i = js really an hon- rs 


dhe has promised me 
gl, an 


ntry at once,” 
aa : moment and 
med 


red to swear ace 
x statements . 

ET ance to anything, 

J wife learns nothing and 


Es ir,” said the min- 
in that, sir,” sat 
eeMecret shall be kept. I 


t of paper and was 
i ee for a written 


js, Mr. Minister—under 
ae lift it and you'll 


d what?” ‘ 
tement. I drew it up a few 


needs to write his name 


nonplused, pushed the 
aside, snatched the paper and 


dersigned, Count de Bois-Vernay, 
that I, with the connivance of — 
Leriot, proceeded with certain ar= 
IS in order to impress my wife with 
Rtion that our son was buried under 
Tiomphe, But 1 swear on my — 
9 attempt was made by me, or: 
pers taxime Leriot, to fulfil these 
res.ind give my poor child the hon- 
Resting place of the Unknown Sol- 


E Rouxval Temained silent, the 


was as astonished as. 
a iE IY teread the do 
Weighing each word, 
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And with hideous 


good nature, he 
continued ; 


tions, omissions, impo: 
ery kind and color, Just a rotten 
Scenario! That the countess should 
t you, a min- 
Honestly, do you 
think people juggle with corpses in real 


H brigadiers, 
ministers; in fact, the devil and his 


whole crew, and are you credulous 
any little gen- 


ingstock of the world, and of buying 


an everlasting concession under the Are 
de Triomphe! ell 


Rouxval res 


trained himself with diffi 
culty and said 


a s way he looked 
at the wife, T got it, ‘My boy, you're 
& good thing. ~ Just to help the wife 
along, you’ i 


to play a little game 
ve you did the real 
thing, i 


if my chief gets 


§00d so far,” 


“But you could not 
know he was coming ‘back and that 
‘something,’ as you put it, was going 
to happen,” 


OVERCOAT OF ars 
THE ENE Lupiy 
down money mean? 
able to bust 
hey funny? 


the | 
‘wort! some riv- 


ie nt t of sight, 


more about 
of the s 


suddenly drew 
to change personalit 


o longer the 
bat a lively, Aree 


